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No pleasing streams fast to the ocean wending,
The messengers sometimes of my great woe,
But all on earth, as from the cold storms bending,
Shrink from my thoughts in high heavens and below,

O hopeful love my object and invention I
O true desire the spur of my conceit!
O worthiest spirit, my mind's impulsion I
O eyes transpersant, my affection's bait 1

O princely form, my fancy's adamant 1
Divine conceit, my paines acceptance I
O all in one, O heaven on earth transparent!
The seat of joys and loves abundance!

Out of that mass of miracles, my muse
Gathered those flowers, to her pure senses pleasing;
Out of her eyes, the store of joys, did choose
Equal delights, my sorrow's counterpeising.

Her regal looks my vigorous sighs suppressed;
Small drops of joys sweeten'd great worlds of woes;
One gladsome day a thousand cares redressed;
Whom love defends, what fortune overthrows?

When she did well, what did there else amiss?
When she did ill, what empires could have pleased?
No other power effecting woe or bliss,
She gave, she took, she wounded, she appeased.

The honour of her love love still devising,
Wounding my mind with contrary conceit,
Transferr'd itself sometime to her aspiring,
Sometime the trumpet of her thought's retreat.

To seek new worlds for gold, for praise, for glory,

To try desire, to try love sever'd far,

When I was gone, she sent her memory,

More strong than were ten thousand ships of war,

To call me back, to leave great honour's thought,
To leave my friends, my fortune, my attempt,
To leave the purpose I -so long had sought,
And hold both cares and comforts in contempt.